THESE ARE JOKES—.
- HONEST

Maid:  “Please mum,
there's a man at the door |
with a wooden leg.”

“We don't want any today;
thank you, Sarah!”

Girl: “My father made
his fortune when he was a
young man, would vou like to
know bow he made it?”

Youth: “No. But [ should
like to know if he still has it.”

“Sailors have sweethearts
at every port.”

“No wonder they stay at
Sea-l"

Two telephone girls from
différent exchanges, had a
chat over the wires. Both

were going to a garden party
on the following af:ernmn. and
what they were going to wear
vexed them.

At last a masculifie voice com-
pelled one of them to turn her
_thoughts to other things,

“Are you there?' the voice
yelled. . “Are you there? Hello!
Who is that speaking? Who
arc—"

“What line d'you think vou're
on?' demanded the girl. .

“I don't know, but judging
from all I've heard, I think I must
have got on the clothes line!”

“Are you ready to live on my
mcemc’ * he asked.

"Certainly, dearesi,”
swered.

.sif_h-_n

she an-

“1f what?"
“If vou get another for your-
self.

——

“Papa, if 1 planted this piy,
would an orange tree grow up
from it?” 3 1

“Of course it would, my son.”

“That's funhy, isn't 1t pup’
'Cause this is a lemon pit.”
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